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Benevolence 


Author's Notes: 


Had an idea for this, so | went ahead and wrote it despite being my own wish :P Sub Duff. 


My arms are high above my head. I'm stretched tall and long, exposed. The way you like me. 


The rope itches my wrists, digging in despite its smooth, shining black surface. We go through a lot of these in 


our play, but our luxuries, even our lustful ones, are no object of price. 


I'm vulnerable. Naked in more ways than one, extended upwards, restrained in this room of carnal delights. 


Waiting. 


You've made me blind, but | don't fear. You're always good to me, and | never expect cruelty or foul play. 


Benevolent dominance is your way. | adore how you make me feel loved, even with your punishments. 


Even in my sightlessness it gives me something to remember. Something to make me bubble with lewd 
excitement, in desirous recollection on stage, smirking to myself, the crowd none the wiser to the fantastical 


images that play in my mind, that tingle on my flesh when | see that bandanna hanging from your back pocket. 


Sometimes you'll catch me staring, lost in thought, and you'll grin, faintly visible through your shyness, 
through your protection God, those fuckers in the crowd don't know what they're missing. You're so beautiful 


to me, especially when you're in control. 


My skin ripples with goosebumps as | hear the door open, all my hairs on end. You're never gone long, just 
enough to prepare, to leave me yearning. My head turns your way, my mouth slowly spreading with a smile. 


My cheeks blush with anticipation 
Your bare hands are tender on me, caressing my hips, your lips so gentle on my throat. 


"Hey, baby." Fuck, how your voice makes me sizzle with desire and admiration So deep, so soft-spoken, so 


sweet To my ears. "You ready?" 
"Yes," | nod against your lips, the scent of whiskey and tobacco lofting on your breath. 


Your smallest kiss makes my heart pound in my throat, makes me reach for you, unable to as you shift away, 


the butt of a cigarette pressed to my lips before | graciously inhale. 


| wish | could see you, see what you're doing the instant your heat abandons me. | wonder how the room is lit, 
if there's candlelight making your tanned skin glow with warmth or the moonlight making it silver and cool. Is 
your hair down or up? Is your face bare, beautifully exposed, or do your usual poofs hide it, thick, inky curls 
that shine with such high gloss in the sunlight? Are you clothed in leather or as nude as |? So many 
mysteries, but it's all part of the game. For me to find out if you so mercifully choose. 


A single enigma is put to rest as you touch me again, a broad stroke of your flat palms down my chest, your 


warmth leaking into me through the smooth, cold leather that wasn't there seconds before. 


| softly moan as your fingertips trace my hips, a faint breath, a puff through my parted lips. | feel myself 
instantly ache, rising on my toes towards your touch, thankful for the tiniest freedom that fails to aid me. 


The leather glides around my waist, supple on my lower back, your mouth gentle on my neck and collarbones, 
slow and sensual. My head falls back, my jaw dropping in a subdued gasp as the tip of your tongue deftly flicks 
over my hardening ripple, your teeth gently nipping, making me writhe and whine, already tugging at my bonds. 


A single hand tangles in my hair, stopping the wispy ends from tickling my back. You pull hard, hard enough for 
me to protest, to emit a hushed sound of pained pleasure and melt from your single, firm bite sinking into my 
flesh, marking the lower right side of my throat. 


| silence myself, biting my lip and exposing the other side of my neck, grinning through my heavy breaths as 
you trail tiny kisses and draw hard on my skin, teeth grazing. | can feel the skin growing raw as you linger, and 
it sends shots of excitement straight to my groin 

| take a chance, a cautious, thrilling chance, "Touch me. Touch me, please, Slash.." 

| feel as if Im dangling, waiting urgently for your decision, dying for it. 


You're merciful that night. Your kisses smile against my chest, against my collarbones. 


The tips of your leather-clad fingers dance right around my dick, teasing, making me squirm, one hand still 
firmly holding my hair, exposing my bruised neck. 


"Have you been good, baby?" You ask, a hot, playful tone in your voice. "Have you been good enough for a little 
extra treat?" 


"Yes," | gasp without hesitation as you make the faintest contact with my hard, aching flesh, my mind whirling 
at the prospect of a special reward. "Please..." 


"Have you?" You insist, grinning teeth tugging roughly at one of my nipples, a small laugh emerging, a tepid puff 
of air, when a sound of subdued pain escapes me. "Have you” 


"Yes," | nod the best | can against your grip, forcing my hips to stay still. "I promise. | swear." 


Another rumbling chuckle warms my chest. Your stubble softly scratches my skin as you agree with a line of 


kisses down my stomach, releasing my hair and allowing your gloved hands to ripple over my ribs. 


My heart's thrumming. My dick is aching. My mind is reeling, so eager, so, so eager as you kiss down my 
torso, your hands holding my hips, your lips dropping light kisses upon them, teasing, resisting, waiting for me 


to protest and beg. 
| don't. | refuse. | behave. 


| gnaw my lower lip and wring my bound fingers together, but | never verbally rebel. That night I'm your 


perfect little Duff. 


I'm so tense with desire my legs quiver. You caress them, leather cool on my skin as it glides down my thighs, 
palms flattening, stroking me soothingly, your tongue warm and wet along the crease of my thigh, gracefully 
swiping sideways, through my pubic hair, a fast, damp trace, too small, licked along the bottom of my dick. 


"Fuck, Slash, please." It's a beg as | petulantly squirm. A pathetic plead for more. My brows knit beneath the 
bandanna that steals my sight. 


| sear with thrill and eager fear. | broke my internal vow of good behavior. 

| can't help but fight for breath, wet my parted, panting lips, and wait for your wrath. 

But | feel no sting. | hear no reprimand. No discipline meets me. 

Only warmth. Only tepid, wonderful heat around me. 

| can't fight the moan, the small, thankful whine that escapes my throat, my head tilting back, my lips gasping, 
then graciously grinning, only to fall open again with the graceful twist of your full lips around the head, your 


slow, doting kisses along my length. 


My eyes roll. My fingers curl around the short bit of rope | can reach. | writhe in place, fighting the urge to 
thrust, to bury myself. 


Your motions are slow, so leisurely, and wet. The soft, subdued sounds of suction send chills up my spine. God, 


| want so badly to watch. 


It's been so long since we've played like this | know | won't last. | never do when I'm putty in your hands, when 


you're so merciful with your bound little slut. 


My cheekbones burn beneath my bandanna blindfold, hot with excitement. My chest heaves. My thighs throb. 
The humid mouth and lapping tongue on my balls is making me tingle in all the right places, the leather glove 
jerking me off in perfect time consuming my mental cadence, interrupting my thoughts as | struggle to push 


away the pleasure, to calm my rapid breaths and regain control. 


You know me too well. You cut me off, mouth and hand returning to my cock, your moan of excitement at 


mine vibrating me from inside out, your free hand caressing, gently tugging my balls. 


My teeth nearly pierce my lip as | fight, fingers cold from being curled into tight fists as | curse myself for 
the soft cry that passes my lips, a call of your name, a desperate plea. 


Again you moan, low and happy, a sound and feeling that only coaxes me closer. You're zealous, as thrilled as |, 


your motions growing faster and faster, my hips unable to keep their stillness. 


Your throat tightens from the sudden twitches of my hips, staggered, hesitant movements | cannot control, 


too close, too lustful, too fucking enraptured in your warmth and sounds. 


Then they're suddenly smooth, the thrusts, the long, deep strokes | can no longer stop. | feel you gag, and 
breathe, and feel your spit cool as it drips down my balls and thighs. 


| curse again, my eyes forced shut, my lips dry from heaving breaths, my throat ever full of thrumming, 


elated moans. 


My rapture is coming. | know it is and | wait, tense and expectant. | wait for your reprimand, for you to tell 


me no, to dash my hopes and steal my release with a laugh as sweet as it is evil, but it never arrives. 


The build up is enormous, in flawless sync with my pounding heart, my burning, bellowing lungs, the vibrations 


you make rumble around me, that concentrate in the small of my back and ripple outwards. 


The pool of warmth spreads all over, warm and tingling throughout my entire stiffly twitching body, my limbs 
fuzzy and your name on my tongue, the heat growing hotter and wetter in your mouth as | writhe and 
thrust, fighting to bury myself only to feel you smile halfway down my dick, a happy, rumbling moan as the 
warmth floods you, as your hand still strokes me smoothly, the tip of your tongue swirling around me, licking 


and sucking me until the final pearlescent drops soak into your taste buds. 


I'm floating now. Oh, fuck, I'm lost in limbo, helpless but to squirm while you continue your teasing, continue 
your diligent, pleasuring work, laughing with hushed exhilaration at my predicament, unable to escape, unable to 
hide, unable to do nothing but take the attention you bestow upon my oversensitive skin, quick, solid flicks of 
the tip of your tongue and long, strong sucks on my softening flesh. 


"Slash! God, please." | finally find my gulping voice in the midst of the haze, struggling to breathe, fighting for 
freedom, for relief from my prison, at least for a few moments without your delightful torment. "Please, it 


feels too good.. It feels too fuckin’ good, baby, stop... 


| expect snark. | expect a cackle and a refusal, but your kind kisses along my thighs tell me otherwise. | sigh 


with relief, my slack lips forming a loose grin 


Wet pecks from full lips leave a damp trail as they travel up my body, and | moan in elation at the flavor of 
your deep kiss, heavy with my taste. 


You pull me close, a gloved hand in my hair, the other at the small of my back, your body heat so warm and 


familiar, your manner ever gentle. 
Your hand leaves my hair to slide upwards to tug the rope and I'm free, free to lose myself in your embrace, 
even if it's just for a few minutes. A few minutes of pure, benevolent bliss, tender touches and sweet, loving 


kisses before you show your sly, passionate grin, teeth flashing, predatory, around your cigarette. 


Then | know the time for clemency is gone. The time for gentleness is no more, and again my heart races. My 


wrists itch. My loins throb. 


| know I'll again be putty in your firm, capable hands. And | can't wait to play the game, to rebel and thrash 
and gnash my teeth, to finally feel your stinging wrath upon my bare, bound flesh. 


If that's the price | pay for your benevolence, then I'll gladly submit. 


